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ground in the midst of the human and cosmic uproar, we can well
say that never have the transcendental powers that shape our
destiny been made so tangible in their ever-present duality and
innate nature as in this play. Shivering, we do not experience
them only as dispelling all heart's warmth with their frosty breath.
We experience as the core and kernel of them their concentration
of themselves and everything else into their own "I", wonderfully
symbolized by the fact that at their very first appearance the
two sisters, each obsessed with her own dark selfhood, immedi-
ately try to conquer the third force which is akin to them in this
respect, namely Edmund, striving, no matter how, to swallow
him up in their own narrow selves and ending by mutually
devouring each other in their rapacious hunger, since one poisons
the other from jealousy and then, seeing that all is lost, Inlls
herself. And who cannot but feel the soul-quickening breath of
the other powers, triumphing over all outward destruction and
warming the heart even amid the gloomiest terrors? Lear and
Cordelia, about to die, are victors despite everything when both
are caught at the end and Lear, embracing his daughter, says:
Come, let's away to prison;
We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage.
When thou dost ask me blessing I'll kneel down
And ask of thee forgiveness.    So we'll live,
And pray and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies and hear poor rogues
Talk of court news; and we'll talk with them too,
Who loses and who wins; who's in, who's out,
And take upon 's the mystery of things
As if we were God's spies; and we'll wear out,
In a wall'd prison, pacts and sects of great ones
That ebb and flow by the moon. . . .
Radiant, pure humanity so at one with the heart-warm powers,
so magical and overwhelming that imprisonment and death
seem almost matters of indifference. The spell of the dark
powers is thereby broken in reality; and the manner of their
overcoming has probably never been portrayed in such tender
lines or so unforgettably.
When he wrote this Shakespeare knew full well the deep-seated
nature of the Transcendence that wrestles with itself within our
own being and so shapes us. And in that profound world-so.ulful-
ness from which Lear proceeded he saw despite everything the